THE PROSE POEM:
AN INTERNATIONAL JOURNAL
Volume 1 | 1992

Heft Of The Afternoon
Michael Chitwood

© Providence College
The author(s) permits users to copy, distribute, display, and perform this work under the following
conditions: (1) the original author(s) must be given proper attribution; (2) this work may not be
used for commercial purposes; (3) the users may not alter, transform, or build upon this work; (4)
users must make the license terms of this work clearly known for any reuse or distribution of this
work. Upon request, as holder of this work’s copyright, the author(s) may waive any or all of these
conditions.

The Prose Poem: An International Journal is produced by
The Berkeley Electronic Press (bepress)
for the Providence College Digital Commons.
http://digitalcommons.providence.edu/prosepoems/

Michael Chitwood

HEFT OF THE AFTERNOON

Before the University and the Ministry of Celebrations, I was
apprenticed to a woodcutter. I longed for learned discussion,
but he would work all morning without speaking. At noon, he
made us put on the coats we had shed while chopping. "The
wood has already warmed us and kept us out of trouble a
morning. We thank You for the wood," he said as daily grace
before we ate the cold cheese sandwiches and drank from the
tin cups. The water tasted of the cup, a tang like the word
'banjo' on my tongue.
To keep my mind busy as my arms, I imagined the halved
blocks I carried to the wagon were the ancient texts I longed
for. They were thick with dead languages, and I cradled them
for the knowledge they held. By late afternoon at least my arms
understood their knotted philosophies.
His old horse was always glad to head home, so the woodcutter would drop the reins and play mountain ballads while the
animal hauled us back. They were alike really, just work and
hunger. Now on grey afternoons when the celebratory regulations blur, I sneak back to the archives to read. It's not the
words I want but to feel the grain of the fine paper.

